oe PRICE, 10 CENTS 
senea-oees Gouvene No. IS; +i Date _ Yon Ya) AUGUST 6, 1910 
/ 
Supply _JF0¢0 


Sales Lb 59 ae 
Returns _ 344 ROT, go 
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THE QUESTION—“CAN A CHAMPION COME BACK ?”’ 
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Annihilator 
of Space 









LOCAL 
LONG 

DISTANCE 
TELEPHONE 






To be within arm’s reach of An exchange which is purely 
distant cities it is only necessary local has a certain value. _If, in 
to be within arm’s reach of a Bell addition to its local connections, 
Telephone. It annihilates space it has connections with other 
and provides instantaneous com- _—_— contiguous localities, it has a 
munication, both near and far. largely increased value. 

There can be no boundaries If it is universal in its connec- 
to a telephone system as it is tions and inter-communications, 
now understood and demanded. jt jg indispensable to all those 
Every community is a center whose social or business relations 
from which people desire com- are more than purely local. 
munication in every direction, 
always with contiguous territory, A telephone system which 


often with distant points. Each undertakes to meet the full re- 
individual user may at any quirements of the public must 
moment need the long distance cover with its ion and 
lines which radiate from his local connecting links the whole 
center. country. 


The Bell Telephone System annihilates space for 
the business man to-day. It brings him and any of 
his far-away social or business interests together. 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 





One Policy, One System, Universal Service. 























Light Touch 


means all-day speed—no mid-afternoon fatigue. It 
means more work from a given amount of energy— 
increased output—decreased cost of typewriting to 
the employer. Let us give you a demonstration of 
this and other Monarch advantages. 

THE MONARCH TYPEWRITER COMPANY 


Monarch Typewriter Building, New York 
Executive Cffices: 300 Broadway, New York 














JUDGE’S ALPHABET FOR BASEBALL 
FANS. Always The Same Good 
Old 


For 
Home. Buffet 
and C]lub 





HUGHEY JENNINGS, 
OF THE DETROIT AMERICANS. 


J 1S for Hughey Jennings, 
Who never downcast feels 


Expert 


Though things go wrong he'll 4 
Soe Fhe Selection 
And dance round on his heels. of the World s 
His Irish blood and auburn hair 
Are signs he will not quit. Best Hops — 
Old Hughey 'Il yell encouragement Choicest Malt 


Till some one makes a hit. 


— Brewed and 
The Degeneracy of Joe Bailey. roe a 


By WILLIAM J. LAMPTON. ¢ 
Nae tell us in the papers, The BLATZ WAY 
In language good and hard, a 
And certainly convincing 
In every news regard, 
That Bailey, Joe, of Texas, 
Forgetting where he’s at, 
Has shot his late sombrero f en, 
And wears a new silk hat. Ask for It at the Club, Cafe or Buffet 
INSIST ON “‘BLATZ" 
CORRESPONDENCE INVITED DIRECT 


ey 


He held no consultation 
With friends at home, nor did 
He seek advice and counsel 
Before he got the lid; 
But of his own volition 


He done it, and to-day 
A murmur sweeps through Texas 
And rumbles down that way. | 


Ten million long-horned cattle 











9 


Decline their usual feed, “Our doubts are traitors 
And with a snort of horror 

Stand still and then stampede; and make us lose the good 
The mules, among the cotton, : ? ae 

Kick viciously and bray, we oft might win. 
And Texas farmers wonder 

How silk can stand for hay. One cake of Pears’ con- 
The steady Texas statesmen, vinces. 


Unused to such display, 
Shed briny tears of sorrow 
And look the other way; 


Sold all over the world. 











The ghost of old Sam Houston Nickel-plate 
Slips from its clammy grave Wizard Repeating long. 


And cries aloud that Bailey 

Is Fashion's abject slave. LIQUID PISTOL 
Gaah cient geueeees tee 
Pert out 


The heart and soul and body lectly safe to carry wi! 


Of Texas join as one danger of leakage. Fires and rec pall. 
" mg the trigger. Loads f Y 
Consolidated unit cartridges required. me frm any aad loading, Al 
Against what he has done, Soabee, oF A-4 a Sees a 
And send a red-hot message Parker Stearns 6 Co, 9 Sheffield Ave., Dept E, B’klyn, N.Y, 





To Joseph Bailey that 


He'll have to give up Texas | PATENTS PRODUCE FORTUNES 


Or wear a decent hat. 





Prizes for patents. Book on patents “Hints to invent- 
- ors.” “ Inventions needed.” “ Why some inventors fail.” 
. All sent free. Special list of possible buyers to our clients. 
Every lover of a good cocktail should call for | Send rough sketch or model for search of Patent Office 
Abbott's Bitters. Makes the best. records. Local representatives in 300 cities and towns. Our 
=— Mr. Greeley was formerly Acting Commissioner of Vat- 
ents and as such had full charge of the U. S. Patent Office. 
~ ‘“ A ” GREELEY & MeciINTIRE, Patent Attorneys, Washington, D. C. 
First de” to - 





: ces 
HE SMALL boy—Marmalade. FOR g MEN OF BRAINS 
The thirsty—Lemonade. 1 Ri 
The maiden—Serenade. 


According to the Viewpoint. “MADE AT KEY WEST— 


WIGS and TOUPEES 


00 § spare } Be Non-detectable Toupee i e 

Ww DMAN, ] hew § those trees! i World ‘Sent ry _ } 

T h " rates to barbers. Catalogue free. 
ouen ( LOMBARD BAMBINA CO. 


4 ! 
Spare ‘ not a branch or stem! 113 Monroe St., Lynn, Mass. 


In youth I met my wife HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
In a hammock swung from them. PAPER WA REHOUSE 


° Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
A Sign. 


Branch Warehouse, 20 Beekman Street, New York. 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 

- When a man boasts much about his ROMEIKE’S °ress Cutting Bureas will send you 

high instep, it is a sign that he doesn’t “nee all newspaper clippings which may 
. . appear a you, your friends, orany subject on 
worry much about the height of his which you may want to be “up to date.” Every 
forehead. newspaper and yeriodical of importance in the Up - 
| ted States and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.00 for 

100 notices. HENRY ROMEIKE, 110-112 West 26th 


im @ Pinch, use ALLEN’S FOOT- EASE. Street, New York. , 





In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 


























His Curiosity Gratified. 
~ | 7 ,HE ENTRANCE to the shanty barroom in 


> : {7 .u the little mining town was not particularly 
a) ./. inviting, but it was the only one near the 


big coal breakers and the stranger was 
thirsty and tired, so he entered. Calling 
for whiskey, the bartender placed a greasy 
bottle on the bar and the stranger helped 
himself. He was a world traveler and had 
sampled the fire water of forty States and 
a dozen countries, but, without exception, this was the weakest 
whiskey that had ever crossed his lips. The bartender looked too 
formidable to offer any unpleasant criticism, but, noticing the litho- 
graph of a horse on the bottle, he thought he’d venture a question. 
‘‘ Er—I see, my friend, you have a horse on your bottle of whis- 
key.”’ 
The bartender looked up from his pink weekly. 
‘*Yep,’’ he said non- 

Sill i 








chalantly. 

‘* And is there any spe- 
cial reason why the horse 
is there?’’ 

**Sure! It’s because I 
call that ‘horse whis- 
key.’ ”’ 

‘* But why do you call 
it ‘horse whiskey’? No 
resemblance to a horse, 
is there?’’ 

*‘Some. I water it 
twice a day. Anything 
else you want to know?’’ 

But there wasn’t. The 
stranger just picked up 
his grips and left with- 
out sampling any more 
** horse.’’ 




















Maxims. 


PROVINCIAL 
and his money 
are soon spotted. 
There’s many a slip 
’twixt customer and tip. 
Most all is paste that 
glitters in the opera box. 


Sport (jollying him along) —‘‘ I know. 


‘THE CALL OF THE WILD.” 


iu Wi 


BIRDLIKE. 
Tenor—‘‘ When I sing —oh, ze rapture !—I feel like a bird on ze wing !’’ 


I often feel the same way myself.’’ 








Telltale Evidence. 


LL OF the passengers were amused at the dove-like tenderness 
A of the honeymoon couple from the rural districts, and when 
the train emerged from the tunnel the flashily dressed com- 
mercial salesman thought he would have some fun at their 
expense. 
**See here, neighbor,’’ he said, in a loud whisper, as he touched 


the nervous bridegroom on the arm, 
rules against kissing on this road?’’ 

‘* Rules against kissing?’’ faltered the frightened countryman. 

‘‘Certainly! You were kissing while coming through the 
tunnel !’’ 

‘“* H-how in the world did you find that out, mister?’’ 

‘Why, by the soot marks. There was one on your nose before 
we entered the tunnel, and now there is one of the same size on the 
bride’s nose.’’ 

And just then the pretty bride began to stamp her foot impetu- 

ously and upbraid her 
q awkward spouse. 


“*don’t you know there are 


HAIN! 


va, 





soft-coal route. If; we 
had come on any other 
route, they wouldn’t have 
ketched us!’’ 





ZN {ly | I { 
‘Thar, now, Silas 
what did I tell you? Told 
i you not to come on the 




















The Best Plan. 


yan you feel you’re 
going to tumble 
And your head is in a 


whirl, 
Don’t hang on to ‘the 
hammock, 
But hang on to the 
girl. 
Calming 
Her Fears. 
Housewife—‘‘ Suppose, 


when you’re blasting, a 
big rock comes right in 
through our window.’’ 
Contractor — ‘‘ That’ll 
be all right, lady. I'll 
send one of my men to 
fetch it out again.’’ 
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Entertaining Hemoglobins 
U nawares. 
T LOOKS very much as if the 
proverbial ‘‘ staff of life’’ 
would have to be renamed “‘ cof- 
fin nuggets or some other 
death-dealing term; for in the 
**bleached flour’’ case, Dr. 
John Marshall, a professor of 
chemistry in the University of 
Pennsylvania, testified to the 
fearful danger, when taken into the human 
system, of the nitrates commonly used in 
bleaching flour. The professor bases his 
conclusions on experiments made upon dogs. 
To show how imminent is the risk to every 
eater of bread, when Dr. Marshall was asked 
on cross-examination what would be the re- 
sult if all the nitrates in all the bread a man 
could eat in seven years were concentrated 
and taken in doses during a period extend- 
ing over ten hours, he replied it would cer- 
tainly prove injurious, but perhaps not no- 
ticeably. The professor had never heard of 





JUDGE 


any one contracting nitric poisoning from 
food or drink, and when asked if death 
would result if the amount of nitrate a man 
would eat in bread during fifteen years were 
administered to him in one dose, the worst 
he could say was, ‘‘ It might.’’ 

As.a scientist he could speak no more cer- 
tainly, for no one has ever seen it tried; but 
would he not have been just as scientific and 
as near the facts if he had simply said, 
‘*Probably not’’? The part of the pro- 
fessor’s testimony, however, that shocks us 
most is the statement that nitrates weaken 
the blood by changing the ‘‘ hemoglobins ’’ 


The Parody. 


| \gepndilagerend more 

so than any other nation 
—is fond of the parody. Ev- 
erywhere will be found this 
‘* curiosity of literature,’’ as 
Disraeli calls it. Its range 
is unusually wide—from the parody of 
Mother Goose rhymes up to those of the 
most serious of poems. It is no respecter 
of persons, and often imitates even Holy 
Writ. It will be remembered that Luther 
often wrote parodies of the Psalms and that 
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into ‘‘ methemoglobins.’’ The question of 
nitrates we can put aside, but it is a serious 
matter to be told that we have unawares 
harbored in our blood such monsters as 
** hemoglobins ’’ and that in some weird way 
these frightful creatures can be changed 
into ‘‘ methemoglobins.’’ Hear, then, the 
conclusion of the whole matter. If we’ve 
got to carry one or the other about with us 
all the time, and if it be true that the 
‘* methemo’’ is weaker and hence less to be 
feared than the ‘‘ hemo”’ variety, and if, as 
the distinguished professor says, it is the 
nitrates in ‘‘ bleached flour’’ that produce 
the change, then, nothing but ‘‘ bleached 
flour ’’’ to be used. 

















LIGHTNING-ROD FOR ANY STORM. 








THROWN OUT. 


Milton was not above writing imitations of 
the Old Testament chronicles. 

Too often the parody is confused with 
mere mimicry. Nothing could be further 
from the truth. As Lord Jeffrey puts it in 
his ‘*‘ Rejected Addresses’’: ‘‘ To be able to 
borrow the diction and manner of a cele- 
brated writer to express sentiments like his 
own—to write as he would have written on 
the subject proposed to his imitator—to do 
this in all the perfection of which it is capa- 
ble requires talents, perhaps, not inferior 
to those of the original on whom they are 
employed, together with a faculty of ob- 
servation and a dexterity of application 
which that original might not possess—may 
teach him some lessons or open up to him 
some views which could not have been other- 
wise disclosed.”’ 

Imitation is said to be the sincerest form 
of flattery. Certainly this assertion is true 
of the parody. The imitation of Eugene 
Field’s ‘‘ Little Boy Blue’’ in this number 
of JuDGE is a pretty good indication of the 
appreciation of the prototype. 


Brief Decisions from the Bench. 


HE old English woman had 

the right idea of peace when 

she cabled to President Taft to 

request Messrs. Jeffries and 

Johnson to lay their dispute be- 

fore The Hague Tribunal instead 
of fighting it out. 





Some wives are dear to the heart, others 
to the pocket-book. 


It is strange, but it is not till a young 
man settles down that he really begins to 
rise in a community. 














The Ragged Old Hammock. 


By ESTELLE MAY NOLTE. 
S DEAR to the heart of the Irish 
is shamrock, 
So thoughts of the games that 
we played come to me; 
But best of them all was the 
ragged old hammock 
That swung ’neath the shade 
of the old apple tree. 
The big apple tree, with its wide- 
spreading branches, 
Was just the best place for a 
hammock to swing; 
The ropes were so strong they al- 
lowed of no chances 
To tumble us out or disasters 
to bring— 
The ragged old hammock, the faded old 
hammock, 
The ‘‘comfy’’ old hammock where we 
used to swing. 


’Twixt the Cup and the Lip. 
By R. M. WINANS. 
ARRIAGES have woefully de- 
creased in New York State 
within the last two years and the 
critics blame the new marriage-license law. Here is 
one unconsummated tie-up, however, which is not due to 
this handicap. 
Into the marriage-license bureau there strode the 
other day a tall, gaunt woman, with a lantern jaw, rope- 
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LATEST FROM RENO. 


Gentleman (seeking divorce at Reno)—*‘ Can you inform me 
where I may find the court house ?"’ 

Natsve—‘* That I kin, sonny: but if you re lookin’ fer a di- 
vorce you 'd better go back home fer a spell. Thar ’s a Mormon 
elder just driv in which has upperds uv fifty wives, an’ he ’s goin’ ter 
pry hisself loose frum the hull bunch, an’ I ‘low it 'Il be about brand- 
in’ time afore the job 's did.”’ 


colored hair, and an expression of shrewish and terrible 
fierceness. 

‘* Be you the feller what keeps the marriage books, 
young man?’’ she demanded of the license clerk in 
charge. 

**T am, madam. 
was the polite reply. 

‘*T want to know if you kin find out if Sam Struth- 
ers is married.’’ 


What book do you wish to see?’’ 












After a long search of the 
records the fact was disclosed 
that a license had been issued to 
him nearly two years before. 

‘*Sam married Matilda Caro- 
line Smith, didn’t he?’’ asked 
the woman. 

‘‘ Well,’’ replied the clerk, 
‘*the license was issued for a 
marriage with Miss Matilda 
Caroline Smith; but there is no 
record of the marriage having 
been performed.’’ 

** Well, all right, then, young 
man. I’m Matilda. I thought 
I oughter come in and tell you 
that Sam escaped.’’ 


A Strong Preacher. 


HE MINISTER’S eight-year- 
old daughter was returning 
with her parents from church, 
where the district superintend- 
ent had that morning occupied 
the pulpit. 

‘Oh, father,’’ asked the lit- 
tle girl, her face alive with en- 
thusiasm, ‘‘don’t you think 
Brother C. is a very strong 
preacher? I do.’’ 


























IT WORKED ALL RIGHT. 


‘** Hello! That must be one of those flying-machines 
we have heard so much about. Let’s see if we can 
work it.’’ 


Gratified by this evidence of unusual in- 
telligence on the part of his offspring, the 
minister eagerly inquired into her reasons 
for her statement. 

‘‘Oh,’’ replied the little miss artlessly, 
*‘ didn’t you see how the dust rose when he 
stamped his feet?’’ 


The Pessimist. 


PESSIMIST is he whose rose 

Bears no sweet fragrance for the nose, 
But is a lure by grace forsworn 
To prick him with its hidden thorn. 





PRESSING WILD FLOWERS. 


Important. 


Teacher—‘‘Now, what little boy can tell 
me what is the most important canal in the 
world?’’ 

Pupil—*‘ I kin, mum.’’ 

Teacher—‘‘ Very well, Willie; you may 

tell me what is the most impor- 

- tant canal in the world.’’ 

. Pupil—‘‘ Th’ alimentary 
canal, mum.’’ 





THE MOTHS AND THE FLAME, 
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Definition Wanted. 


EFINE the relation existing 
between the financial “‘ in- 
come ’”’ and the social ‘‘ come in.”’ 
HERE are many raises in the 
umbrella business. 


JUDGE 
When We Were Twenty-one. 


A Cynic’s Love Song. 
By HORACE DODD GASTIT 


HEN we were twenty-one, my love, 
When we were twenty-one, 

How brilliant were the stars above, 
How warming was the sun! 

How golden seemed the world, my love, 
Our days how full of fun, 

When we were twenty-one, my love, 
When we were twenty-one! 


I wish we might go back, my love, 
I wish we might go back 

To that blest time of treasure trove 
Along our floral track. 

The happiness of youth was there, 
Beyond comparison, 

When we were twenty-one, my dear, 
When we were twenty-one! 


I would those days might come again, 
Those days so long gone by, 

When life held ne’er a trace of pain, 
And bright was every sky. 

We had not met each other then, 
Our rows had not begun, 

In those dear days that used to been 
When we were twenty-one! 



































A LONG WAY TO GO. 


Discouraged dachshund—*' Now, isn't that provoking? I suppose I'll have to go way back and shoo 


that pesky fly off my tail !’’ 














UP-TO-DATE. 


Instead of looking under her bed with a candle, the scientific woman just touches a switch and lights up with electric lights. 





** KIDDING.” 


** Hi, mister! Don’t you think mebbe you 'd make better 


time if you laid down and rolled ?’’ 


Troubles with P. M. 


OSTMASTER-GENERAL HITCHCOCK, speaking 

of the troubles encountered by new postmasters 

in rural districts, told of a case that recently was 
called to his attention. 

A postmaster who had been on duty at a town in 


Carolina, for several weeks had failed to re- 
ply to any of the official communications 
which had been addressed to him. He had, 
however, been sending in his reports with- 
out delay. 

‘* We were just about to send an inspector 
down there,’’ said the Postmaster-General, 
‘“when we received a letter from the post- 
master, in which he said, 

‘«*T have a big bundle of mail here ad- 
dressed to P. M., and as no person with those 
initials gets mail here, what shall [ do with 
it?’ 

‘* He was told that it might be opened and 
read by him.’’ 


Different Ages. 


T THE age of one—Bawled. 
At the age of twenty-one—Balled. 
At the age of forty-one—Bald. 
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The Best Hammock. 


By CHARLES C. JONES 


HAVE swung in costly hammocks that 
were of a rare design, 
Highly colored, fringed and 
with a cushion for my head; 
I have talked with merry maidens and my 
blood was like to wine, 
As we swung beneath the maples when 
the distant west was red; 
I have drowsed and dreamed in hammocks 
where the breezes whispered low 
Through the screened and shaded porches, 
blowing fresh from off the waves; 
But the kindest, sweetest mem’ry is of days 
of long ago, 
In a hammock manufactured out of wire 
and barre! staves! 


tasseled, 


Oh, I seem to see it swinging ‘tween the 
oak and locust trees, 
As it did when I lay reading, through a 
lazy summer day, 
‘*Treasure Island,’’ ‘‘ Leather Stocking,’’ 
or some other tale like these, 
Till I felt Adventure grip me, calling, 
calling, ‘‘ Come away!”’ 
Then my mother’s call to supper took me 
slowly strolling in, 
With the stave’s imprint upon me and 
with strange desire to roam. 
Keep your fringed and tasseled beauties! 
for they do not e’en begin 
To compare with that stave hammock in 
the old backyard at home! 


{ A 






HE MOVED. 
First a. Move on !"’ 


Second bug—*‘‘ Who are you ?"’ 


First bug—*' I'm the officer on this beet.”’ 


Some Lies Nailed. 


N= resignations in ten are of incen- 
diary origin. 

Horses kick; mules rarely do, outside of 
newspapers. 

He is never on his knees when she con- 
sents; she is on them. 

Normal men are not glad 
when their wives ‘‘ go to the 
country.’’ 

No man ever ‘‘ fought des- 
perately with a burglar for 
fully half an hour.’’ 

The best advice is not 
given away; doctors and 
lawyers sell it. 

No father ever kicked a 
respectable young man out 
of his house on any occasion. 

It hurts to do this, but no 
office-boy ever said his 
grandmother was dead in 
order to get away to a ball 
game. 


HE lower the cut, the 
higher the price—in 
women’s dresses. ~ 


Elevation for a country cottage, 

handed by the architects to Mr 

Ss Blank. the prominent clothier, 
hatter, and shoe dealer. 
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Mother Goose in 


Reno. 


By WILL BRERETON. 
IDE a cock-horse to Banbury 
Cross, 

To see a fair lady apply for di- 
vorce! 

With rings on her fingers and 
cash in her hose, 

She can get husbands wherever 
she goes. 


With 


ot 

















Sing a song of alimony, 
Sing it with a sigh! 
Five and twenty plunks a week, 
To pay until I die. 
When the case was opened, 
I laughed aloud with glee; 
But wasn’t that a lemon—say !— 
For fate to fling at me? 
ot 
Separation is vexation, 
Divorce is just as bad; 
The lawyer's fee perplexes me, 
And marriage drives me mad! 
ot 














Mistress Mary, quite contrary, 
How did you get your divorce? 
With lots of thrills and lawyers’ 
bills, 
And hubby’s permission—of course! 
st 
To Reno, to Reno, to buy a decree; 
Home again, home again, happy and free. 
To Reno, to Reno, on any pretext; 
Won again——gone again—who’ll be the next? 


Suburbanites. 





rT ys YOU live in the suburbs, too? How 
do you get to the city?’’ 
‘*T have an automobile. How 
do you?”’ 
‘*I go by a surer way; I take 


the trolley.’’ 


PPORTUNITY knocks once at 
every door, but never knocks 
so loudly as the bill collector. 















HOW THE DACHSHUNDS SAW THE CIRCUS PARADE. 


States Meant. 


MONTHLY state-ment Mo. 
A weakly Ill. 
A personal Me. 
A graphic Del. 
A written Penn. 
A decimal Tenn. 
A false Miss. 
An historical Ark. 
A confident Kan. 
A rich "7 Ore 
A lump ” Mass. 
A spirited "= R. I 
A medical ” Md. 
A French ” Va. 
~ An emphatic ” oO. 
A neat = Wash 
A doubtful = Wy. 


Bound To Get It. 


LIPPING his arm about the waist of the 
lissome maiden, the bold automobilist 

is about to implant a kiss upon her ruby lips 
when, his attention being thus distracted 
from the wheel, the machine 
attempts to climb a tree, 
<2 jumps a fence, demolishes a 
barn, and comes to a stop 
ne against a stone wall. 
. 2 Five minutes later the 

~£ maiden recovers conscious- 
ness and says to the young 
man, 

‘* Weren’t you about to— 
to-—to kiss me when the ac- 
cident happened ?”’ 


A Misapprehension. 


BINES went to Newport 
and each day 
Bathed in the ocean with 
much vim. 
He had a notion, so they say, 
That this would land him 
in the swim. 
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Little Dog Fido. JUDGE’S CARICATURE STUDIES. 
(With apologies to "Gene Field.) WILLIAM LOEB, JR. 
By F. P. PITZER. ” > oe > 
HE DEAR little collar is covered with Collector of the Port of New York. 


dust, 
Unlocked in the yard it lays; 
Its little brass knobs are covered ‘with rust, 
Unburnished as in former days. 
Time was when the license tag on it was good 
And the chain fastened to it would clank, 
And that was the time just before Fido dear 
By a peddler was kicked in the shank. 
The little tin plate on which bones were 
oft dumped, 
All covered with mold it stands; 
And the trough into which fresh water was 
pumped 
Stands unfilled by his 
master’s hands. 
And the deep little holes by 
his tiny paws dug, 
Into which his snout he 
oft sank, 
All stay as mementos of our 
little pug Copyright by Harris & Ewing. 
’Fore a kick his life THE PHOTOGRAPH. THE CARICATURE. 
henceward did yank. 





And faithful to Fido these things all remain, 
Each in the same old place; 
But the fleas in his house have commenced 
tT to complain— 
Starvation is marked on each face. 
And they wonder, as faithfully waiting in- 
side 
The dust-covered dog bungalow, 
What has become of Little Dog Fide 
Since he left them there long, long ago. 


Accomplished under Difficulties. 


YOUNG Irishman, recently landed, ar- 
rayed himself in a high hat and took 
his girl to the theater. But when he got St i 
there he didn’t know what to do with his “TO BE OR NOT TO BE.’’ 
headgear. It wouldn’t squeeze under his 
seat, it wouldn’t fit into the foot space be- iin accordion-like fashion, and very deftly slipped it underneath his chair. 





low him, and he would take no chances on Observing this, the Celt rose to his feet, fumbled about a few moments, 
setting it in the busy aisle. then sat down. 
EVOLUTION. Presently a gentleman came down the Just before the curtain went up, his young lady leaned toward him. 


What some say hap- . : - . . P . 9° > 
pened when the aisle with acollapsible tile in his hand, took ‘‘ Michael,’’ asked she, ‘‘ where’s your hat?’’ 


oe ok a the very next vacant seat, shut up his tile ** Oi stuck it undher th’ seat, th’ same as that gentleman forninst ye 
did. But Oi had to jump on it first.’’ 


The Modern Piper’s Son. 
By ELLIS O. JONES. 
OM, Tom, the piper’s son, 
Stole a pig and away he run; 
Then he took the pig, divided it up 
into small lots, which he sold on 
the installment plan. Neither 
Tom nor his descendants have had 
to do a stroke of work since. 


She Was Wrong. 


HERE was an oppressive silence in 
the parlor. At last the desperate 
young lady broke out. 

‘*George,’’ asked she, ‘‘ why don’t 
you propose?’’ 

‘* Somehow—somehow, I can’t bring 
myself to do it, Myrtle!’’ blurted the 
young man. 

‘* It’s only a short sentence, George.’ 

‘* It’s a sentence for life!’’ 
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Resemblance. 


Knicker—‘‘ Which side of the house 
does the baby resemble?’’ 
Bocker—‘‘ The cyclone cellar.’’ 





IN THE WOODSHED. HEN Jones fell ill with laryngitis, 
‘You li hy did lay hookey f hool to-day and bring disgrace to yourself ?”’ They cured him of appendicitis ; 
You little rascal, why did you play hookey from school to-day and bring disg y And, though he’s better off without it, 


‘* Disgrace? I pitched a no-hit game ag’n’ de fellers in de next town!’ 


‘Is that so? Well, I guess we will call this a no-hit day.”’ He’s awfully cut up about it. 





WEATHER PROGNOSTICATIONS : 


Warm weather followed by 
avarmer to hot. Occasional flur- 
ries of cracked ice in the vicinity of 
Golf and other Clubs, with pro- 
longed drought in Maine and other 


4 
Prohibition States. . \. %, 
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OW IS the time when Mr. Merk- 

Ury begins his solid work, 
And makes the old Thermometaire 
Climb sixty miles up in the air, 
Until, with buzz and whir and zipp, 
It hits the broad blue sky a clip. 
The katydid begins to fight 
And argufies the livelong night 
On what she did and didn’t do— 
Just what the point we never knew. 
It would be nice, at any rate, 
If Katy’d kindly arbitrate 
And ever after hold her peace 
Or else be nabbed by the police. 
Th’ electric fans begin to whizz, 
To mitigate the solar sizz; 
While out upon the red-hot pave 
The barrel organ sounds a stave 


NOTES ON THE ABOVE DATES. 

August days are, as a rule, so tender that 
consumers unpacking this consignment must 
be very careful not to handle them roughly. 
August Sabbaths are particularly fragile, 
and care must be taken not to break them. 

Unprincipled competitors of this company 
have stated that our August days are dog 
days. We do not, as a rule, pay any atten- 
tion to the slanders of jealous rivals; but 
we will pay ten thousand dollars to the fa- 
vorite charity of any consumer who satis- 
factorily proves to us that these days are 
any better for dogs than for human beings. 

We recommend that these days be spent, 
in so far as is possible, in the country, 
where their purchasing power will be found 
much greater than in the city. Those who 
like them very hot, however, will find them 
quite up to standard in the cities. 

Week-enders will find the sixth, seventh, 
thirteenth, fourteenth, twentieth, twenty- 
first, twenty-seventh, and twenty-eighth 
especially adapted to their needs, having 
been so arranged that they occur at the 
proper time for such use. 


The 

Ideal 
Beverage 
for an 
ideal 
Outing 
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YE POEMME OF YE MONTH. 


That fills the soul of man with rhyme 
About ‘*‘ The Good Old Summertime.”’ 
Upon the lawns the hoses squirt, 

Down by the sea the maidens flirt, 

And in the gardens, fair and lush, 

The pumpkins pump and squashes squush. 


Hugust 1910 


Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat 
s €23¢485 6 


7 8 910 11 12 13 
14 15 16 17 18 19 20 
21 22 23 24 25 26 27 
28 29 30 31 : 3: 


YE DATES. 


MAXIMS FOR THE MONTH : 


Of tavo grass widows choose the 
greener. 


Tip not, lest ye be tapped. 


The bold mosquito takes his fill 

And plies his unreceipted bill 

Upon the unjust and the just, 

Until his tummy’s fit to bust. 

The vagrom pup now has his day 

And wanders idly on his way, 

Until the catcher, dark and grim, 
Doth come along and capture him. 

The cat upon the backyard fence 
Grows sentimental and intense, 

And woos his harem with a zest 

That beats a Sultan at his best. 

The lightning goes on strike and splits 
The welkin into little bits, 

The while the thunder cracks and roars 
Like sixty thousand bass-drum corrs. 
From all of which ’tis more than clear 
The sizzling month of Aug. is here. 


SUGGESTIONS FOR THE MONTH. 


Bathrobes will be found more comfortable 
for general wear during August than buffalo 
robes or fur-lined overcoats. 

To relieve the loneliness of your husband 
left in town during the summer season, a 
talking machine containing a few gentle re- 
minders of your existence in your own voice 
will help some. You can tell on your re- 
turn, from the worn condition of the records 
how frequently it has been used. 

A comfortable and unique hat for these 
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BEYOND A DOUBT. 


Stella—‘‘ Do you think she is only sixteen ?’’ 
Violette—‘* Yes, I'm sure of it, because she 


seemed pleased when I told her she looked older.’’ 


midsummer days can be made of an old berry 
box lined with fresh lettuce leaves; or, if 
your head is too large for the available 
boxes, a lampshade with a close-meshed 
mosquito netting drawn taut over the top to 
keep the wasps out. 





ABANDONED IT 


FOR THE OLD-FASHIONED COFFE WAS 
KILLING. 


‘*T always drank coffee with the rest 
of the family, for it seemed as if there 
was nothing for breakfast if we did not 
have it on the table. 

‘*T had been troubled for some time 
with my heart, which did not feel right. 
This trouble grew worse steadily. 

‘* Sometimes it would beat fast and 
at other times very slowly, so that I 
would hardly be able to do work for an 
hour or two after breakfast, and if I 
walked up a hill it gave me a severe 
pain. 

‘TI had no idea of what the trouble 
was until a friend suggested that per- 
haps it might be caused by coffee drink- 
ing. I tried leaving off the coffee and 
began drinking Postum. The change 
came quickly. I am now glad to say 
that I am entirely well of the heart 
trouble and attribute the cure to leay- 
ing off coffee and the use of Postum. 

‘* A number of my friends have aban- 
doned coffee and have taken up with 
Postum, which they are using steadily. 
There are some people that make Postum 
very weak and tasteless, but if it is 
boiled long enough, according to direc- 
tions, it is a very delicious beverage. 
We have never used any of the old- 
fashioned coffee since Postum was first 
started in our house.’’ 

Read the little book, ‘‘ The Road to 
Wellville,’’ in packages. ‘‘ There’s a 
Reason.’’ 

Ever read the above letter? A 
new one appears from time to 
time. They are genuine, true, 
and full of human interest. 
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JUDGE’S FAVORITE. 





MISS LINDEN BECKWITH, 
IN “THE MIDNIGHT SONS.” 


You’re lovelier than your beauty, 
You're greater than your art, 

You're livelier than the motions 
You essay to win the heart. 


A Mathematician. 


‘*Willie,’’ said his mother, 


three?’’ 
**No, ma. 


gan to divide.”’ 


Serious Enough Business. 


man on horseback. 
boy 
‘*Where’s your big brother?’’ 
‘‘Down the river fishin’.’’ 
‘‘What are you doing?’’ 
‘Diggin’ bait.”’ 
‘‘Hasn’t your family anything 
but amuse itself?’’ 


— Washington Star. 


Hot lron; Too. 


She pressed his hand! 





She ironed, and, without a smile, 


She pressed his hand! 








**when 


you divided those five caramels with 
your sister Cora, did you give her 


I thought they wouldn’t 
come out even, so I ate one ’fore I be- 


‘“‘Where’s your father?’’ asked the 


‘Up the river fishin’,’’ answered the 


to do 


‘Mister, if you think we’re doin’ this 
for fun, you wait an’ hear what maw 
says if we come home without any fish.’’ 


The milkman kissed fair Nora while 


—Chicago News. 


Worse. 


Dick—*There’s one thing 
Lovise—she never repeats stories 
her women friends.”’ 

Ithel—** Repeats! 










about 
about 


No, indeed; she 
starts them.’’—Christian Advocate. 





A Substitute. 


That man will lead 
An easy life 
Who hires a maid 
To hook his wife. 
—Birmingham Age-Herald. 
Unless the maid 
Is fair and pert, 
| And he’s a bit 
Inclined to flirt. 
—Somerville Journal. 


Only One Kind. 


Hix—‘‘That trust magnate spent all 
kinds of money while in Europe.’’ 

Dix—‘‘Indeed! I thought the only 
kind he spent was other people’s.’’— 
| Philadelphia Bulletin. 


| The Hardest Job in the World. 


| After a man has succeeded in raising 

a son who is a credit to him, building 
empires seems trivial. —Chicago Record- 
Herald. 


Housewife—‘ Are you willing to chop 
some wood for your dinner?’’ 

Plodding Pete—‘‘Sorry, mum; but I 
am a Pinchot man.’’—Boston Transcript. 
| Visitor—‘‘Is there any other cure for 
a snake bite except whiskey?’’ 

Colonel Bourbon—‘‘ Who cares whether 
there is or not?’’—Club-Fellow. 

JupGE has joined the ranks of those 
who advocate the abolition of the bill- 
board. But what would the circus be 
‘without it?— The Idler. 








THOSE SUNDAY EDITIONS. 


First banker—‘‘ Did you ever get caught on worthless paper ?’ 
Second banker—‘‘ Sure. Every Sunday.”’ 


We find the following remedy for the 
pipsynipsy, a disease which troubles the 
Western people and some this way, in 
the Cleveland Plaindealer, to be taken 
when the disease is coming on: 

‘‘Spiritus Vini Otardi, z. i.; Spiritus 
Vini Jamaicai, z. Ss. ; Sugarum Whitum, 
q. s.; Icibus Finus, q. r.; Sliceum Pine 
applei Strawberryii; Shakistist vio- 
lenter; Suckite quiciter cum strawum.”’ 


Mrs. Young—‘‘I want to get a di- 
vorce from my husband.’’ 

Lawyer—‘‘ What are your charges?”’ 

Mrs. Young—‘My charges? Mercy! 
I thought I’d have to pay you.’’—Boston 
Transcript. 

Millicent—‘‘What was the first bird 
the Pilgrims saw when they landed?”’ 

Evelyn—‘The turkey ?’’ 

Millicent—‘‘No; the tommyhawk.’’— 
University of Minnesota Minnehaha. 


‘‘How did the street-car company 
come to fire that old conductor? I 
thought he had a pull.”’ 

‘‘He did; but he didn’t use it on the 
cash register.’’—Buffalo Express. 





“THE QUEEN OF 





Pure, Healthful, Refreshing 


| Apollinaris 


TABLE WATERS” 








The End o° the Day. 


Here’s the end o’ the day, 
An’ this weary ould planet 
Turns again to the gray, 
Dewy dusk that began it. 
An’ meself, that’s no more 
Nor a midge or a flea 
Or a sand o’ the shore, 
Who'd be thinkin’ 0’ me 
At the end o’ the day? 


Here’s the end o’ the day, 
An’ it’s little I’m winnin’ 
Wid my toilin’ away 
Since the same was beginnin’; 
But for all I’m so small, 
Trudgin’ on by my lone, 
If no evil befall 
I’ve a world o’ my own 
At the end o’ the day. 


Here’s the end o’ the day, 

An’ the stars, growin’ bolder 
Now the sun is away, 

Peep above the hill’s shoulder; 
An’ ’tis they that can see 

That the dusty boreen 
Is a king’s road for me 

To my castle an’ queen 

At the end o’ the day. 

—T. A. Daly in Catholic Times. 


| 
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An Item of the Future. 


A reckless aviator, who is said by a 
number of eyewitnesses to have been 
greatly exceeding the speed limit, ran 
the end of his aeroplane through a 
large plate-glass window in the sixty- 
| seventh story of the Cloudland Building 
yesterday afternoon and seriously in- 
jured Miss Bertha Dallington, who hap- 
pened to be sitting near the window | 
when the crash occurred. Hastily back- | 
ing away, the operator of the flying 
machine succeeded in escaping, but not 
before several people had noticed his 
number, which was C4257. It is shown 
,by the city records that this is the 
number attached to a machine belong- 
ing to Henry H. Hodge, the millionaire 
popular song writer; but it was ex- 
plained by him that he supposed his 
flyer was safely anchored at Watson’s 
aviating station, where it is always! 
kept when not in use. At the station 
it was said that the machine had been 
taken away by a man who had not men- 
tioned his name, an irresponsible at- 
tendant having rented it to him be- 
cause all the machines that were kept 
for hire happened to be out when he 
called. Al H. Wingfield, manager of 
the station, declared he was sorry the 
accident had occurred. 


‘*Have you ever heard a person curse 
the day he was born?’’ 

‘Yes; that is very common.’’ 

‘*He must have had the gift of speech 
early.’’—The Collegian. 


‘‘Are you going to put in all these 
far-fetched jokes?’’ 

“Oh, yes, I guess so. Just head 
them ‘Near Jokes.’’’—University of 
Minnesota Minnehaha. 

Pessimist Jones—‘‘How is it, Smith, 
that you look so hale and happy and 
well?”’ 

Optimist Smith—‘‘Every time I sit 
down to worry I fall asleep.’’— Wasp, | 
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MY GIRL. 
When summer shines 
And winter whines, 
She is the peachy pearl 
That makes me whirl ; 
With joy she is 
My all-the-year-round girl. 


“Center Shots.” 


No ball team should be considered 
absolutely hopeless until the small boys 
refuse to climb telegraph poles to look 
at it. 


Well, what odds, Horatio, if the cloak 
makers are striking? Have we not al- 
ways night’s sable mantle to fall back 
upon? 


It isn’t surprising that the postal 
deficit. is being reduced, when one con- 
siders that the tourist is doing his most 
frenzied mailing of picture post-cards 
right now. 

The first edition of the Roosevelt 
hunting book will consist of one million 
copies—‘‘the largest single order ever 
given to a printer.’’” Not much con- 
servation of wood pulp about that. 

—Denver Republican, 
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Strong winds blow 
ing in their favor 


25c 
35c 


Box ’’ 





CAMBRIDGE 
in boxes of ten 


AMBASSADOR 
the after-dinner size 


“The Little Brown 


Philip Morris 
Cigarettes 


fn answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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What Our Condens Smiled Over 


(From Leslie's Budget of Fun 1860) 


Ge-lang! Git Up! 


- The drops of rain were falling fast, 


A Chicago Bank “Gone Up.” 


‘‘Have you anything deposited in the 


When up through Camp Street quickly Marine Bank?’’ asked a grain specu- 


passed 
An omnibus, whose driver sung, 
In accents of the Celtic tongue, 
Ge-lang! git up! 


His mules were lank, his whip was long; 


He touched them with the biting thong, 


And as they switched their threadbare 


tails, 
This sound the listening ear assails, 
Ge-lang! git up! 


Along the street, on every side, 
Were damp ones waiting for a ride. 


They called, they yelled, they raised a 


fuss; 
But cried the driver of the "bus, 
Ge-lang! git up! 


**Hold on, hold on!’’ an old man said, 
And waved his hand above his head. 


Crack went the whip and all could hear 


A sharp sound echoing on the ear— 
Ge-lang! git up! 


**Stop, driver, stop!’’ a maiden called. 

**Stop, stop!’’ a dozen voices bawled. 

The driver looked on neither side, 

But still in clarion voice replied, 
Ge-lang! git up! 


Far up the street a sound was heard, 

And through the distance came a word 

That fell on many a waiting soul 

Like hope’s lugubrious funeral toll— 
Ge-lang! git up! 


That night the driver went to bed; 
All through his troubled sleep he said 


lator of a wholesale merchant, the 
other day. 

‘* Yes—some twenty thousand dol- 
lars,’’ replied the merchant. 

‘*Well,’’ replied the grain man, ‘‘I 


suppose you have heard that the bank 
has ‘gone up.’ ’”’ 

**Gone up!’’ 
thunderstruck. 

‘Well, you go up and see. 

And the merchant, in the most nerv- 
ous state of mind, rushed up Lake 
Street to the Marine Bank. 

‘*Is it true,’’ he asked of the cashier, 
meeting him on the steps, ‘‘that your 
bank has gone up.’’ 

**Yes,’’ said the cashier, 

**It’s a good joke, isn't it?’’ 
| The merchant became perfectly fran- 
tic and tore his hair. 

‘*Yes—a very fine joke to be diddled 
out of nearly all the money I am worth! 
I want and must have my money!’’ And 

| rushed upstairs, nearly insane. 
| ‘“*Why, look here!’’ exclaimed the 
cashier, calling after him. 

He stopped. 

**I didn’t suppose you were in ear- 
nest. It’s been a joke here among our 
friends for over a week. Don’t you see 
that we have gone up? Our building 

| has been raised eight feet.’ 

| The merchant instantly cooled down, 

jand, on looking across the street, saw 

| the grain man standing on the sidewalk, 
almost bursting with laughter. The 

| merchant shook his fist at him and then 


exclaimed the merchant, 
**It can’t be!’’ 


smiling. 





| 


The same strange words which he had | made chase after him down the street. | 
‘When last seen they were engaged ina When pa was young a man could rise | 


flung 
All day from his Jehuic tongue- 
Ge-lang! git up! 


Chickens a la Mode. 


Little Willie was visiting rélatives 
in the city. His mother had ‘warned 
him to be on his good behavior and to 
avoid saying anything that might give 
offense. One day, when his aunt asked 
him at luncheon if he would have some 
curried chicken, he could not help show- 
ing his surprise. 

‘* Why, what’s the.matter, Willie?’’ 
inquired the aunt. ‘“*Don’t you like 
curried chicken?’’ ’ 

‘*Well, aunty, I can’t really say,’’ 
was his reply. ‘‘You see, on the farm 
we don’t curry our chickens—we pick 


em. 


A little tot was placed on a chair in 
the kitchen to watch her grandma shel! 
peas for dinner. After watching with 
much interest for a few minutes, she 
turned to the maid, Julia, and said, 

*‘Julia, get me down; I want to help 
grandma unbutton the peas.’’ 


Why is a young lady preparatory to 
dressing in her crinoline like a flour 
barrel? Because the hoops have to be 
raised before the head will go in. 


| best remedy for their children. 25c a 


very loud conversation in the Tremont 
House barroom, shaking glasses. 


Caroni Bitters—Sample with patent dasher 
sent on receipt of 25c. Best tonic and cocktail bit- 
ters. Oct. C. Blache & Gis Ta Bas 


Gen’! Distrs. 


A Loud Call. 


‘‘Where are you going, mamma?”’ 
asked three-year-old Lawrence. 

‘‘I am going calling,’’ replied the 
mother. 

‘*Are you going to take the baby? 
asked Lawrence. 


et 
Lawrence studied a moment, then 
asked, ‘‘And will he holler, too?’’ 


“Cave Feleim.” 


Freddie was playing in the kitchen 
with a kitten. In the play the cat 
scratched him and he said to his mother, 

‘*Mamma, the pussy has a pincushion 
on his feet and it’s full of pins.’’ 


The Albany Knickerbocker says that 
there is a man in Greenbush who be- 
lieves in rotation of crops. One year he 
raises nothing, the next year weeds. 


Mothers will find Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup the 
bottle. 


| 


|“ All Kinds of Men To Make a World.” 


A sage upon a lonely road 

O’ertook a weary fool, one day. 
‘** And if it please you,’’ said the clown, 
‘1’ll walk with you to yonder town; 

it is a long and lonely way.”’ 


Together up the hills they strode, 


And paused where trees spread wel- 
come shade; 
The sage forget his aching feet, 
And smiled to hear the clown repeat 
The jests that were his stock in 
trade. 


The things the wise man said, in turn, 
The jester heard with many smiles; 

Forgetting all his cares and ills, 

He laughed upon the stony hills 
And bravely walked the dusty miles. 


Ah,’’ thought the sage, ‘‘we live and 
learn; 
A fool may play a useful part!’’ 
‘Old men who talk as children do 
May manage to be useful, too,’’ 
The fool was thinking in his heart. 
—Chicago Record-Herald. 


A Summer Poem. 
mop at their 
mutter a 
mercury climbs, 
The heat’s getting 

therefore I 
This peek- a- 


outlines of 
It doesn’t conceal, 
Each blemish and fault 

It serves to reveal; 
But coolness, I trust, 
Will make an 


Its texture is 
Just gossamer 
holes are quite big, 

To let the wind in. 
You see through it quick, 
And find it a skin. 
—New York Sun, 


Pa’s Chances. 


When pa was young the times were 
good 
And every boy could have a chance; 
Then every one did all he could 
To help his fellow-man advance. 
There were no greedy billionaires 
Who tried to gobble everything; 
They never heard of Wall Street scares, 
And each man was an uncrowned 
king. 


brows 
curse, 


Men 
And 

The 
worse, 

write 

boo verse. 


thought 


And 


The 


appeal. 
sheer— 
thin; 
Its 





Nobody cornered corn or wheat, 
And nearly every day was bright; 
Then life was free from care and sweet, 
And no man claimed another’s right. | 





According to his worthiness ; 
No one could hope to gain a prize 
Without deserving his success. 


When pa was young the times were 
good, 
And every man could show his 
worth; 
There were no trusts, and brotherhood 
Extended everywhere on earth. 
Sometimes it seems the strangest thing 
That pa should not be rich and glad, 
Instead of poor, considering 
The splendid chances that he had. 
—Chicago Record-Herald, 
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is the soap of the century 
because it meets the advan- 
ced Scientific requirements of 
sterilizedcleanness. Itis germ- 
icidal and antiseptic; 
it cleans and dis- 
infects at the 
same time. 


LIFEBUOY 


Soap 


For Toilet, Bath 
and Shampoo 


wins its way wherever used 
by its perfect cleansing prop- 
erties and its protection 
from contagion and in- 
fection. It gives double 
service for a single 
price. 


All 
Druggists 






















and Grocers 


Co. CAMBRIDGE, MASS 


Lever Bros. 








VARICOSE VEINS, ™?7¢°* 


are completely cured with inexpensive a... queue ont 
It absolutely removes the pain, swelling. tiredness and 
on sane Full particulars on receipt of stamp. 





.F. Young, P. D. F., 9 Temple St., Springfield, Mass 
GET M ARRIED Matrimonial paper with ad- 

vertisements of marriage- 
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The Great Essentials 


yo are age, pur- 
and richness of rook 


Sunny Brook FOOD 
Whiskey 


possesses all of these qualities— 
it is produced in the good old Ken- 
tucky way by perfect distillation 
and years of ageing. 

Every botile is coated with the 
Government “Green Stamp,” as- 
suring full procf—full measure 
—and full maturity. Ask for it. 


Sunny Brook Distillery Co. 
Jefferson County, Ky. 
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Drawn by A. Laurince 
WHAT IT DREW. 

Molly Mouser—** Did the concert in Dr. Dosem’s 
back y yard last night draw a crowd ?"’ 
Tommy Tenor—"' No; but it drew 
two pairs of shoes, three copies of 
Dickens, a camphor bottle, and a lot 
of anti - Sunday - school language 
trom the doctor's bedroom win- 
dow.’ 






Drawn by Laura Wheeler. 
WITHOUT FORM. 
t it funny, our shadders don’t have no shape." 












_ Drawn by Richard C. Leavitt. 
FIN. FEATHERS DO NOT MAKE FINE BIRDS, 






Wine Jelly when flavored with Abbott's Bitters is 
madc more delightful and healthful. Sample by mail, 
i in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, 
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JUDGE’S AMATEUR 
ART CONTEST 


RIZES of $5, $3, and $2 are awarded. All | 
drawings failing to win prizes, but which are | 
used on the Amateur Page, will be paid for at the 
rate of One dollar each. Drawings must be made 
on white paper with India ink, as ordinary ink does 
not reproduce well in line cuts. Postage must be 
inclosed if return of drawings is desired. Only those 
drawings marked “ For Amateur Contest” will be 
considered. ‘This contest is open to all, whether 
subscribers to JUDGE or not. ‘There is no financial 
consideration. Address all drawings and jokes for 
the same to Art Editor JupGe, 225 Fifth Avenue, 
New York City. “ Amateur Contest.” 


Drawn 6 L. Suitterlin. 


WELL-TRAINED ANIMALS. 
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Juic e of one lemon 








ite Fock, 


suggestions for 


arm feather 


ITE ROCK LEMONADE 
Plenty of cracked ice 
One pint of WHITE ROCK 


“SAY WHEN!” 


And for 


FIFTY CENTS 


We will mail this beautiful 
pictur eto you for your sum- 
mer cottage or bungalow. 


By James Montgomery Flagg. 
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Drawn by Ralph C. Criswell. 


HISTORY REPEATS ITSELF. 


FIRST PRIZE. 


Drawn by J. C. Graves. 


* THE PASSING OF THE HORSE.” 
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In color, 84x11, double mount on heavy brown 
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Send 10 cents for our 1910 
complete illustrated catalogue 
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With every order for the cat- 
‘alogue we send a_ beautiful 
drawing by Penrhyn Stanlaws 
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225 Fifth Avenue, New York. 
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Drawn by Elmer Kennedy. 
PAPA’S FAULT. 


Little Johnnie— * Papa, what three large cities are on 
the Mississippi River ?”” 
Papa—" I don’t know, my so 


—— 


Hot Springs, Ark. 
Denver, Col. 
West Haven, Conn. 
Washington, D C., 
Jacksonville, Fla. 
Atlanta, Ga. 
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Dwight, ML 

Marion, Ind. 
Lexington, Mass. 
Port!and, Me. 
Grand Rapids, Mich. 





For Liquor and 
Drug Using 


A scientific remedy which has been skilfully 


and successfully administered by medical 
specialists for the past 30 years. 


At the following Keeley Institutes: 


4 


Kansas City, Mo. 
St. Louis, Mo. 
2801 Locust St. 
Manchester, N. H. 
Buffalo, N. ¥. 


Pittsburg, Pa. 

4246 Fifth Ave. 
Providence, K. IL. 
Winnipeg, Manitoba. 
London England. 


White Plains, N. Y. 
Columbus, O. 
Portland, Ore. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
812 N. Broad St. 








Little Johnnie—“* Now, 1 ‘ll _— ‘licked at school to- 
day on account of your ignorance.” 15 
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What Our Coniisdien Smiled Over 


(From Leslie's Budget of Fun 1860) 


Ge-lang! Git Up! 


The drops of rain were falling fast, 


A Chicago Bank “Gone Up.” 


‘Have you anything deposited in the 


When up through Camp Street quickly Marine Bank?’’ asked a grain specu- 


passed 
An omnibus, whose driver sung, 
In accents of the Celtic tongue, 
Ge-lang! git up! 


His mules were lank, his whip was long; 


He touched them with the biting thong, 


And as they switched their threadbare 


tails, 
This sound the listening ear assails, 
Ge-lang! git up! 


Along the street, on every side, 
Were damp ones waiting for a ride. 


They called, they yelled, they raised a 


fuss; 
But cried the driver of the ‘bus, 
Ge-lang! git up! 


**Hold on, hold on!’’ an old man said, 
And waved his hand above his head. 


Crack went the whip and all could hear 


A sharp sound echoing on the ear— 
Ge-lang! git up! 


**Stop, driver, stop!’’ a maiden called. 

**Stop, stop!’’ a dozen voices bawled. 

The driver looked on neither side, 

But still in clarion voice replied, 
Ge-lang! git up! 


Far up the street a sound was heard, 

And through the distance came a word 

That fell on many a waiting soul 

Like hope’s lugubrious funeral toll— 
Ge-lang! git up! 


That night the driver went to bed; 
All through his troubled sleep he said 
The same strange words which he had 
flung 
All day from his Jehuic tongue- 
Ge-lang! git up! 


Chickens a la Mode. 


Little Willie was visiting rélatives 
in the city. His mother had ‘warned 
him to be on his good behavior and to 
avoid saying anything that might give 
offense. One day, when his aunt asked 
him at luncheon if he would have some 
curried chicken, he could not help show- 
ing his surprise. 

‘* Why, what’s the.matter, Willie?’’ 


inquired the aunt. ‘“*Don’t you like 
curried chicken?’’ ’ 
‘*Well, aunty, I can’t really say,’’ 


was his reply. ‘‘You see, on the farm 
we don’t curry our chickens—we pick 


, ” 


em, 


A little tot was placed on a chair in 
the kitchen to watch her grandma shel! 
peas for dinner. After watching with 
much interest for a few minutes, she 
turned to the maid, Julia, and said, 

*‘Julia, get me down; I want to help 
grandma unbutton the peas.”’ 


Why is a young lady preparatory to 
dressing in her crinoline like a flour 
barrel? Because the hoops have to be 
raised before the head will go in. 


lator of a wholesale merchant, the 
other day. 

‘*Yes—some twenty thousand dol- 
lars,’’ replied the merchant. 

‘*Well,’’ replied the grain man, ‘‘I 


suppose you have heard that the bank 
has ‘gone up.’’”’ 

**Gone up!’’ exclaimed the merchant, 
thunderstruck. ‘‘It can’t be!” 

‘Well, you go up and see. 
| And the merchant, in the most nerv- 
|ous state of mind, rushed up Lake 

Street to the Marine Bank. 

**Is it true,’’ he asked of the cashier, 
meeting him on the steps, ‘‘that your 
bank has gone up.’’ 

‘*Yes,’’ said the cashier, smiling. 
**It’s a good joke, isn't it?’’ 

The merchant became perfectly fran- 
tic and tore his hair. 

‘*Yes—a very fine joke to be diddled 
out of nearly all the money I am worth! 
I want and must have my money!’’ And 
rushed upstairs, nearly insane. 


| ‘**Why, look here!’’ exclaimed the 
cashier, calling after him. 
He stopped. 


‘‘I didn’t suppose you were in ear- 
It’s been a joke here among our 
friends for over aweek. Don’t you see 
that we have gone up? Our building 
| has been raised eight feet.’’ 

| The merchant instantly cooled down, 
|and, on looking across the street, saw 
| the grain man standing on the sidewalk, 
almost bursting with laughter. The 
| merchant shook his fist at him and then 
made chase after him down the street. | 
'When last seen they were engaged in a | 
very loud conversation in the Tremont | 
House barroom, shaking glasses. 


nest. 


Caroni Bitters—Sample with patent dasher 
sent on receipt of 25c. Best tonic and cocktail bit- 
ters. Oct. C. Blache & Co., N. Y., Gen’! Distrs. 


A Loud Call. 


‘*‘Where are you going, mamma?’’ 
asked three-year-old Lawrence. 

‘“‘I am going calling,’’ replied the 
mother. 

‘*Are you going to take the baby?’’ 
asked Lawrence. 

—s 

Lawrence studied a moment, 
asked, ‘‘And will he holler, too?’’ 


then 


“Cave Feleim.” 


Freddie was playing in the kitchen 
with a kitten. In the play the cat 
scratched him and he said to his mother, 

**Mamma, the pussy has a pincushion 
on his feet and it’s full of pins.’’ 

. | 


The Albany Knickerbocker says that 
there is a man in Greenbush who be- 
lieves in rotation of crops. One year he 
raises nothing, the next year weeds. 


Mothers will find Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup the 


| best remedy for their children. 25c a bottle. 


DGE 
|“ All Kinds of Men To Make a World.” } 


A sage upon a lonely road 
O’ertook a weary fool, one day. 

‘* And if it please you,’’ said the clown, 
**1’ll walk with you to yonder town; 
| it is a long and lonely way.’’ 


Together up the hills they strode, 
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And smiled to hear the clown repeat 
| The jests that were his stock 
trade. 
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Subscriptions and advertising for all the publica- 
A fool may play a useful part!’’ tions of Leslie-Judge Company will be taken at 
‘* Old men who talk as children do 
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The contents of JUDGE are protected by copyright 
. . . ” in both the United States and Great Britain. 
May manage to be use ful, too, Contributors must include a stamped and self- 
The fool was thinking in his heart. addressed envelope with all manuscripts, otherwise 
—Chicago Record-Herald. 


The things the wise man said, in turn, | 
The jester heard with many smiles; 

Forgetting all his cares and ills, 

He laughed upon the stony hills 


return of the latter when found unavailable can- 
| not be guaranteed. We receive such material, sub- 
mitted for publication, only on condition that we 
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It serves to reveal; 
But coolness, I trust, 
Will make an appeal. | 
Its texture is sheer— 
Just gossamer thin; 
Its holes are quite big, 
To let the wind in. 
You see through it quick, is the soap of the century 
And find it a skin. because it meets the advan- 
—New York Sun, ced Scientific requirements of 


sterilizedcleanness. Itis germ- 
icidal and antiseptic; 
it cleans and dis- 
infects at the 
same time. 


LIFEBUOY 


Pa’s Chances. 


When pa was young the times were 
good 
And every boy could have a chance; 
Then every one did all he could 
To help his fellow-man advance. 


There were no greedy billionaires 
Who tried to gobble everything; Soap 
They never heard of Wall Street scares, | For Toilet, Bath 
And each man was an uncrowned and Shampoo 


king. 
& wins its way wherever used 


by its perfect cleansing prop- 
erties and its protection 
from contagion and in- 
fection. It gives double 
service for a single 
price. 


Nobody cornered corn or wheat, 
And nearly every day was bright; 
Then life was free from care and sweet, 
And no man claimed another’s right. | 
When pa was young a man could rise | 
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According to his worthiness; Druggists 


No one could hope to gain a prize 




























Without deserving his success. and Grocers 


When pa was young the times were 
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And every man could show his 
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Sometimes it seems the strangest thing 
That pa should not be rich and glad, 





W. F. Young, P. D. F., 9 Temple St., Springfield. Mass 
Matrimonial paper with ad- 


GET MARRIED —™2trimonial of marriage- 


Instead of poor, considering - + = 
able people from all sections, rich, poor, old, young, 
The splendid chances that he had. Protestants, Catholics, etc., mailed, sealed, Free. 
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The Great Essentials 


: ye 4 are age, pur- 
and richness of rook 


Sunny Brook FOOD 
Whiskey 


possesses all of these qualities— 
it is produced in the good old Ken- 
tucky way by perfect distillation 
and years of ageing. 

Every bottle is sealed with the 
Government “Green Stamp,” as- 
suring full procf—full measure 
—and maturity. Ask for it. 


Sunny Brook Distillery Co. 
Jefferson County, Ky. 


SECOND PRIZE. 





Drawn by A. Laurince 
WHAT IT DREW. 


Molly Mouser—'* Did the concert in Dr. 
back y ud last night draw a crowd ?”’ 
Teomm) Tenor—" No; but it drew 
two pairs of shoes, three copies of 
Dickens, a camphor bottle, and a lot 
of anti - Sunday - school language 
trom the doctor's bedroom win- 
ow. 


Dosem’s 






Drawn by Laura Wheeler. 
WITHOUT FORM. 
’ Ain't it funny, our shadders don’t have no shape.” 





Drawn by Richard C. Leavitt. 
"INE FEATHERS DO NOT MAKE FINE BIRDS, 


Wine Jelly when flavored with Abbott's Bitters is 
tade more delightful and healthful. Sample by mail, | 
aoe in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, 
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! JUDGE’S AMATEUR 
ART CONTEST 
RIZES of $5, $3, and $2 are awarded. All| 


drawings failing to win prizes, but which are | 
used on the Amateur Page, will be paid for at the 
rate of One dollar each. Drawings must be made 
on white paper with India ink, as ordinary ink does 
not reproduce well in line cuts. Postage must be 
inclosed if return of drawings is desired. Only those 
drawings marked “For Amateur Contest ” will be 
considered. ‘This contest is open to all, whether 
subscribers to JUDGE or not. ‘There is no financial 
consideration. Address all drawings and jokes for 
the same to Art Editor JupGe, 225 Fifth Avenue, | 
New York City. “ Amateur Contest.” 
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Drawn by Ralph C. Criswell. 
HISTORY REPEATS ITSELF. 


FIRST PRIZE. 


Drawn by J. C. Graves. 
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WHITE ROCK LEMONADE 


Plenty of cracked ice 


One pint of WHITE ROCK 


“SAY WHEN!” 


And for 


FIFTY CENTS 


We will mail this beautiful 
| picture to you for your sum- 
mer cottage or bungalow. 


| By James Montgomery Flagg. 











| SAY — WHEN! | 
Sana 4 
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“SAY WHEN!” 


In color, 84x11, double mount on heavy brown 
paper, 12x16. 





Send 10 cents for our 1910 
complete illustrated catalogue 
of pictures by famous artists. 
With every order for the cat- 
‘alogue we send a_ beautiful 
drawing by Penrhyn Stanlaws 
without charge. 


LESLIE-JUDGE COMPANY, 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York. 


Trade supplied by W. R. Anderson Co., 32 Union Sq., N. Y. 








“ft Celey 


Hot Springs, Ark. 
Denver, Col. 
West Haven, Conn. 
Washington, D C., 
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Drawn by Elmer Kennedy. 
PAPA’'S FAULT. 


Dwight, ML 

Marion, Ind. 
Lexington, Mass. 
Portiand, Me. 
Grand Rapids, Mich. 


Little Jehnnie— * Papa, what three large cities are on 
the Mississippi River ?”” 

Papa— I don’t know, my son 

Little Johnnie—** Now, 1 ‘ll get licked at ~ 2 to- 


Kansas City, Mo. 
8t. Louis, Mo. 
2801 Locust St. 
Manchester, N. H. 
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For Liquor and 
Drug Using 


A scientific remedy which has been skilfully 


and successfully administered by medical 
specialists for the past 30 years. 


At the following Keeley Institutes: 
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1. ‘‘ Children, you must always return good fer evil —it pays. Oncet when I 
wuz cruisin’ about in me motor-boat I suddently spies a big sword-fish comin’ 


towards me and aimin’ right fer the side of me little craft. 









THANKS, OLD 
MAN 3 | WONT 
FORGET YouR 
KINDNESS! 










ray 


Seer eee 
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3 Well, a sword-fish without a sword ain't much good, and that poor fel- 
ler wuz in an awful stew. So I fishes up the broken piece and glues it on again, 
after straightenin’ it out; then I binds it up carefully. Yep, that fish went away 
with gratitude in his heart! 
























































2 But that boat wuz armor-plated, and when he rams inter 
it with main strength his deadly sword buckles hke a reed and 
breaks off. 





4 Weil. about six months later me ship wuz captured by 

a band o’ pirates. After lootin’ us, they bound me to the mast- 

head and scuttled the ship, leavin me to perish in the wide, 
wide sea —— 








BLOW ME 
)F IT AINT 
MY OLD 

FRIEND, THE 
SWORDFISH ! 
























5 — But all of a suddent I feels a scrapin’ at the mast beneath me, and 
lookin’ down I beholds me old friend, the sword-fish, with his sword grown 
together again, sawin’ away fer dear life ! 

. 








LAND AT 
, LAST' 










) ALWAYS 
REMEMBER 
A FRIEND! 








6. Purty soon he had me cut down ; then he loosens me bonds, takes the 
rope between his teeth, and tows me towards land, where he pulls me up safe 
and sound several days later, jist as sure as I 'm a-settin’ here !’’ 














